HELEN REDEEMED          61
That knew, which said, " A true man loveth me still."
That same night, as she used, fair Helen
went
Among the suppliants in the hall, and lent To each who craved the bounty of her grace,* Her gentle touch on wounds, her pitiful face To beaten eyes' dumb eloquence, that art She above all could use, to stroke the heart And plead compassion in bestowing it. So with her handmaids busy did she flit From  man to man, 'mid  outlaws,  broken
blades, Robbed husbandmen, their robbers, phantoms,
shades
Of what were men till hunger made them less Than man can be and still know uprightness ; And whom she spake with kindly words and
cheer
In him the light of hope began to peer And glimmer in his eyes ; and him she fed And nourisht, then sent homeward comforted A little, to endure a little more.
Now among these, hard by the outer door, She marked a man unbent whose sturdy look Never left hers for long, whose shepherd's hook Seemed not a staff to prop him, whose bright
eyes
Burned steadily, as fire when the wind dies. Great in the girth was he, but not so tall